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The biggest rules in camping are to “have fun, celebrate with the people you're with, 
and always make sure you leave your campsite cleaner than you found it.” 


Our beloved, Timothy Bart Harrison, shared this belief with his wife, sisters, children, 
stepchildren, nieces, nephews, grandchildren and friends. He taught us. And of course, if 
you were on a camping trip with Tim, it was definitely a “Ya Gotta Wanna” trip, no matter 
your relation to him. 


While many words can be used to describe Tim, those spoken most often are 
adventuresome, curious, frugal, focused, driven, warm, thoughtful, kind, caring, 
generous, outgoing, intelligent, reliable, always in a good mood, an inventor and a good 
friend. On most adventures and encounters with Tim, these characteristics would shine! 


Tim was born May 17, 1950 in South St. Louis. He lived with his parents and three sisters 
in a 100-year-old, two-story house in a neighborhood now known as Tower Grove South. 


Tim’s Dad Arthur (Art), a Scot Irish with blonde hair and blue eyes, and his Mom Mary, an 
olive-skinned Hungarian beauty with dark eyes, raised their four children, daughters 
Sandy, Cindy and Debi, and Tim. Art referred to his wife Mary as “my gypsy” - and we 
wonder where Tim got his looks and his wanderlust!! 


Art wasn’t afraid of anything! He took risks and was adventurous. From a very young age, 
Tim began learning about the outdoors. His father’s love of trees and everything outdoors, 
to his risk-taking, adventurous soul ignited Tim’s Call of the Wild. His father’s traits fell 
squarely on Tim’s shoulders and would stay with him for the remainder of his life. Tim was 
“going to live his life no matter what” and beat to his own drum - just like his father. 


Art’s adventurous nature was in stark contrast to Tim’s mother Mary. She was quite the 
opposite. She was a “protector” and became very anxious about her son’s adventures. 
Mary wanted Tim to be “safe.” She tried to keep Tim from his explorations, yet Tim would 
“kick and scream his way into going outside.” He would not be “held down.” 


Growing up, Tim could be found in Tower Grove Park, investigating anything and bringing 
home everything! Climbing trees and crawling into crevices was a weekly, if not daily 
event. Tim wanted to know everything! Always a HUGE animal lover, believing that 
EVERYTHING had a soul, including slimy and slithery creatures, Tim would bring his 
“discoveries” of animals, amphibians and reptiles’ home with him. This also included 
spiders, and even a tarantula! Tim taught his sisters, nephews, nieces, children, 
grandchildren and friends about holding snakes, bugs, insects and birds. “Tim created a 
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world where all animals were like family members!” Over the years of Tim’s life, he became 
a phenomenal herpetologist 


Tim’s natural talents of wonderment and curiosity fueled his lifelong learning. And WE 
became the benefactors. He was a natural educator. 


Over the years Tim was labeled as “frugal”... . and that he was “cheap.” What many 
don’t know is Tim’s waste-not, want-not attitude was learned early when his dad was laid 
off from his railroad work after falling out of a tree and breaking his leg. The recovery 
time was long, and times got tough for the Harrison family. So, they rented out the 
upstairs of their family home to help them make ends meet. The kids slept on roll-away 
beds at night in the living room. Once Art’s leg recovered, he was able to return to the 
railroad. This is when the family learned how to “stretch a dollar.” Mother Mary made their 
clothes. To the day Tim died, he would get his clothes from thrift stores. And as Judy 
shared “Tim would look for a smarter way to do or get something without having to spend 
money.” Tim was an inventor at heart, making what he wanted to suit his specific needs. 
With pride, he would often say, “I made this... .” 


Tim had many occupations over the years as a mail carrier, dog catcher and some role for 
the city of St. Louis. His corporate job was at PetroChemical Company. Many do not know 
that Tim was a chemist, who worked in a lab. He knew this wasn’t the life for him. And 
hence stated “I'm going to retire at 40 and go live my life.” And that's exactly what he 
did. That was 1990. 


During his retirement, Tim created a landscaping business, which of course was perfect 
for him since he knew horticulture. Eventually he turned this landscaping business over to 
his nephew in 2005 when he decided to travel to New Orleans, Louisiana after Hurricane 
Katrina. He learned insurance adjusting to help the lives impacted by Katrina. Tim spent 
almost six months in New Orleans doing this work. Tim lived with a fellow caver, Susie 
Emerson, during this time. 


Tim went on, LITERALLY, hundreds of trips over the course of his life. From a young age, 
he became an adventurer and we've always known him to be an explorer! He kept journals 
of every trip he took. Tim was a spectacular writer and was published in the NSS News, 
The Nylon Highway, Shannon County Gazette and in Meramec Valley Grotto’s The Caver 
publication where he wrote a column entitled Uncle Muddy. 


Tim has been described by his treasured friends and family as “bigger than life.” 

This can also be said of his adventures..... involving lots of shenanigans along the 
way!! If you were on a road trip with Tim, no doubt you encountered his belief of and 
stated fact that “flat meat and tube steak are standard road food” (bologna and hot dogs). 
YIKES! Add another adjective to Tim’s descriptors - he was Practical. 


Two of his most noteworthy adventures include: 


Mexico and the Tale of El Abra 


Tim travelled extensively for years in Mexico, searching for caves. He enjoyed this 
country’s karst and large, deep and vast caverns. Some of Tim’s trips included Monte, 
GuasGuas, Golondrinas, Questa and El Abra. As some of us have also experienced, these 
areas of Mexico are SPECTACULAR to see and even more impactful when rappelling into 
them. One of the trips to El Abra has been most memorable due to the machete-hacking 
through the jungle and running over, thus killing, the very large Blue Boa Constrictor. 
After skinning the snake, Tim then duct taped it to the front bumper of the truck to dry. 
It was a unique wrap, which was greatly admired the next day at the Corona beer 
exchange depot. At the border crossing, Tim stuffed the carefully folded snakeskin down 
his pants to get it through customs! AH, Tim!! 


On a particular trip to Monte, as everyone was waking up under a palapa, someone said 
“Life is strange and full of stuff. Don’t know why, can’t get enough.” This defined this era 
of life for Tim and his travelling companions. 


Lechugquilla Cave, Carlsbad Caverns National Park, New Mexico 


Lechuguilla Cave was visited infrequently until 1984 when a group of cavers from the 
Colorado Grotto gained permission from the National Park Service to begin digging. Their 
1986 breakthrough into large walking passages provided Tim with his next big adventure! 
Tim had to apply to participate in Lechuguilla’s exploration, get off work and pay his own 
way for the duration of his several expeditions. At this time, Tim was working at the 
Petrochemical company and wrote a letter to his boss about the significance of 
Lechuguilla’s exploration and discovery. Tim was given time off to explore, map and 
photograph Lechuguilla’s passages and geology. And that’s just what he did. 


And then there was the trip to the Tongas National Forest, Alaska for a cave surveying 
project. Then off to Venezuela for more caving, fishing and floating. And the annual 
Boundary Waters trips that were certainly a “Call of the Wild,” as Tim and his 
adventuring companions would live off the land, eating the fish they caught and what they 
would find in the woods. 


And of course, the too-many-to-count Caving Project Weekends in MO, IN, KY, IL, 
NM, TAG and more, and the multitude of float trips and fishing trips across the United 
States. Tim was an accomplished canoeist and fisherman. He even made a wooden canoe. 
It was his own “Custom Design by Tim”. This canoe was aptly named, “Gotta Wanna.” 


Yet there was one adventure, that didn’t require machete-hacking through jungles, 
studying maps and plotting points, updating a passport, filling out an application or 
travelling halfway around the world. This one adventure, unlike any other, is the annual 
Blair Creek Memorial Day weekend of family camping. While it was a weekend for the 
family, this could be a week-long trip for Tim! 


From hot tubs and saunas, to hiking and fishing, to cooking and camaraderie, to caving 
and more caving, and to stories around the campfires, and more campfire stories, this 
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place and this time has had immense significance for 38 years to every member of the 
Harrison-Pratt Family. The hope is this tradition thrives, recounting Tim’s masterful 
storytelling of Hairy Tree Pigs and the Magic Stick that goes POOF when it causes campfires 
to change colors. 


And all right here in Shannon County, MO, where you can spend a day or a lifetime.... 
which is exactly what Tim did! 


Tim was a talented photographer. He spent years learning the art of photography by 
experimenting with different cameras, lenses and primitive lighting techniques with 
cardboard boxes and flashbulbs for cave photography. Many of us were Tim’s “Sherpas” 
for carrying his photography equipment into caves. The photos you are seeing today are 
the results of Tim’s endless pursuit of high-quality photo documentaries of his adventures. 
He was told on many occasions that his photographs were of National Geographic quality, 
and asked “Why don’t you apply?” 


Adventures of a lifetime for Tim and his numerous travelling companions, all photo 
documented for our viewing pleasure as we created memories that are, literally, lasting 
lifetimes. Mitch Wieldt single-handedly reviewed 17 carousels of Tim’s slides, containing 
3,400 photos, condensing 801 of the best-of-the-best, for today’s Tribute. Meramec Valley 
Grotto and several private donors contributed the money to digitize these slides. We want 
them to live into perpetuity so others may know of Tim Harrison and his incredible 
adventures. 


Tim’s One-of-a-Kind Escapades & Antics, otherwise known as Harrison 
Buffoonery, enriched Tim’s life and that of countless others with hilarity. These creative 
endeavors, no doubt manifested with beer and telling tall tales, birthed the Scurrilous 
Monks of the Order of Sister Winkie marching in The Alternative St. Patrick’s Day 
Parade” behind the Hairy-Legged Girl Scouts. And yes, they wore real Girl Scout uniforms 
to adorn their hairy legs, boasting they had sold more Girl Scout Cookies than any other 
troop in the St. Louis area. These Scurrilous Monks would chant in unison, 
“OORRRROOOO, OORRRREEEEOO"” as they shuffled along in the parade. 


There was also the “He-Man Women Haters Club Float”, SAMOA Cave Trips, 
Restaurant Camping, Pond Hollow’s Yabba Dabba Do Themed Surprise Birthday 
Party for Judy’s 44% and especially Tim’s Bachelor Party where everyone 
Dressed in Drag - no women allowed! 


Yes, Harrison Buffoonery at its finest. Though it does cause one to wonder what his family 
thought of their Brother, Dad, Uncle, Stepfather, Pap and Husband! 


Tim adored his two children, Heather and Ben. And they in turn thought of their Dad as 
their Superhero. 


Tim’s stepchildren, Kaylah and Gretchen loved him like their own father. And Tim took 
care of them and taught them, in the way Tim always taught. Plus, he always knew where 
the coolest places were located, providing an incredible experience. 


Tim was an awesome “Pap” to his six grandchildren. Given his natural talent for teaching, 
he was great with instruction and engagement. He would play to his grandkids sense of 
wonder. Tim would always encourage them by teaching them about nature. 


Given the outwardly crusty side of Tim, many have not known of his softer side. 
He was very sensitive, and while he wouldn’t show it, his feelings could be hurt more than 
any of us would have realized, especially when he wasn’t invited on a trip with the very 
people he had taught and mentored. He was truly a good human being in the most basic 
sense. With his amicable disposition and his acceptance of everyone, you had his 
attention. He was always happy to share knowledge, time and an ear. Quite the 
conversationalist, Tim had the gift of gab - something he said about himself. 


Tim had a genuine concern for others. While he cared, he was also ready to give anyone 
shit and have a great belly laugh. He was considerate, patient and introspective. Tim could 
stay mellow longer than most... . but then look out if you were a deserving fool! He 
could become quite irascible if he felt that he, a family member, or a friend, had been 
unnecessarily wronged in some way. Tim was all about loving and being loved. 


Some of the “Tim-isms” and Idiosyncrasies some of us have enjoyed, and others 
found them... . peculiar: 


On any trip with Tim as the driver, you would quickly learn that he drove UNDER the speed 
limit. Always. Do not be in a hurry to get anywhere! 


Tim believed “It is never too early for a beer.” 

Tim’s fondness for naming his vehicles. One of his most famous is “Bete Roubista” - 
Bouncing Betty. He would even name other’s vehicles while on adventures. During a 
Mexico trip, he named the truck “Domador de la Jungle” - Tamer of the Jungle. 

His morning coffee and a crossword puzzle. 


And Tim’s love affair with his dog, Speck - who was really Kaylah’s dog. 


Tim will forever belong to a small fraternity of people who have canoed the Meramec River 
backwards. At night. Often during the week, after grotto meetings. 


Tim and his Beloved Wife, Judy Kennedy Harrison, met at Venice Café on April 24, 
1993. Judy was in Tim’s chair, unbeknownst to her. He stared at her for a very long time. 


Judy exchanged the stare. It was love at first sight. He finally sat down to talk with her. 
And the rest, as they say, has been history. 


Judy said in her Facebook post shortly after Tim’s death: “Words are not much to convey 
the legacy this man brought to our world. The childlike wonder of pure existence never 


escaped him. I’m blessed that I was his wife and adventure never took the back burner. 
You will be missed my love, but never forgotten. I literally would follow him anywhereW” 


In our heart of hearts, we know Judy, that Tim would have said this to you: “Words are 
not much to convey the legacy this woman brought to my world. She supported my 
childlike wonder of pure existence to ensure it never escaped me. I’m blessed that I was 
her husband and adventure never took the back burner. I miss you my love, but you will 
never be forgotten. I am glad we followed each other anywhereW” 


During recent conversations with Judy, she has also said: “How lucky I am that this 
amazing human was my husband and I was lucky to have been his wife. Our love and 
devotion were so precious, and I miss him so.” 

Without a doubt, Tim was a Renaissance Man - a present-day man who had acquired 
profound knowledge and proficiency in more than one field. Tim was a jack of all trades, 
and unlike some who are, he was a master of many. 

So WHY did Tim live? 


Why have all of us here today been blessed for knowing Timothy Bart Harrison? 


Tim lived to fully embrace his Call of the Wild, his force of nature, to explore and 
experience whatever piqued his interests. 


Tim lived to learn as much as he could about many things so he could become our teacher 
and mentor. 


Tim lived to enthrall his listeners with his tales. 

Tim lived with boundless passion and wonderment that inspired and motivated many. 
Tim lived to LOVE. 

Friends and family, “Tim's not entirely gone. His spirit ridge walks the hills along Blair 


Creek, skirts remote campfire shadows, a distant night glimmer under the rustling 
shortleaf pine, in the moonlight, where the wild horses run.” 


Tim’s Poem: “In the Event of My Death” 


We encountered an interesting twist as we wrote Tim’s Memoir for OUR Legendary Man, 
Tim Harrison. 


Judy found a file that Tim had started entitled “In the Event of My Death.” He wrote his 
own poem for all of us: 


. AS - ` `“ 
Its been said, “The true journey » ends.” 
lve lived that way, as you know, my friends, 
Though some believe in “the other side,” 
Let’s assume I’ve just gone around the bend. 


Tomorrow at coffee I'll hope that you grin, 

And wonder what trouble I've found myself in. 

For if there were only two paths to take, as they say, 
Pil be pushing a side lead where nobody's been. 


Be courageous and daring, and know in your heart 
Happiness takes effort right from the starta® - 
And if you don’t quite jt in, “thata blessing,” I'd sagi 
Togetherness is s URAUT? apart. 
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truggle a d anguis ; a rs d of fun? © 


n Sit avound endle: Pose grow, 
Mg bones are fertilizing the roots from below. ~ 


as gou stând in my ‘Sun. 
Sa 


ARR B 


all 
` 


Tim Harrison 
May 17, 1950 - December 21, 2020 





mS fs FP a eee eee See as CU ee | eT tc 
Tim, 
You enhanced and blessed my life for almost 40 years. 
I will continue cherishing your ability to help me with “Ya Gotta Wanna!!” 
It has been a privilege and an honor to author your Memoir and Eulogy. 
With much love and adoration, 


Mary 
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— Tims ™ 
Memoir 


Authored by Mary Kausch 
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